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Author's Notes: 
So, this is one if my very very rare dark fics. Its based in the Raising Hell era, specifically the last few shows, 
and is actually a non con fic so if that's not your cup of tea, I'd suggest you move on to another story. If you 


don't mind it however, feel free to read and review! :) 


‘You're such a controlling fucking cunt! All | ask for is some more input, but instead of giving me freer hands 
you fucking tie me down! Why can't | contribute? Why the fuck can't | write? Fuck, even Jan is getting his fair 


share and still you won't give me a fucking chancel! 


Bruce's tone was desperate as much as it was bitter, his face red as he lost what little scrap of self control 
he might have had. Yet, Steve did not flinch, arms folded across his chest in a defiant manner and his face 
remained emotionless, a mask of indifference. He knew Bruce wanted to take the reigns, to make more music 
for Maiden without constant supervision and guidelines to follow. He knew it had been a risk from the getgo to 
gradually narrow the options down, one by one, but he couldn't resist it. Couldn't resist restraining Bruce's 


creative influence. 


It had culminated into this stalemate, neither part giving in, their pride getting in the way. Still, Steve refused 
to admit it as a frustrated Bruce blocked the pathway of the corridor, successfully shutting him off from the 


rest of the band and crew - singling him out. He wouldn't lose, though, not now. Not ever. 


‘All | wos sayir is that perhaps if ye cleaned up yer own bludi act, stopped deliverin’ ‘alf arsed performance 
after ‘alf arsed bludi performance, ye could prove me wrong. Because right now, yer wearin’ me patience 
rather thin; the bassist remarked, his voice steadfast, his calm composure bearing no hint of the possible 


oncoming storm brewing underneath the surface. 


‘Bollocks! You tell me you want to negotiate now, when the fucking deal is already struck. | don't think so, Harry. 
I'm going to leave whether you fucking like it or not, you can't hold me back anymore. I'm not your bloody 
puppet, you're not going to keep me on your bloody leash anymore, fuck the rest, the singer scoffed, his 
copper eyes burning with rage, itching for any sort of reaction 


The corner of Steve's lips twitched barely noticeably. He didn't want Bruce to leave, he knew how important the 
singer was to their image and their band approach. How important he was to their sound; sure, he might be 
replaced but deep down the bassist knew no one backup plan would ever compete with the real thing. They 
wouldn't even come close. But of course, he wouldn't admit that even to himself, keeping his collected 
composure as he stared the smaller man down. Gave him the coldest, cruelest glare he could muster up 


despite the way the rest of his face came off as almost ghostly expressionless. 


‘That's yer own fault, not mine. Yer the one bludi mistreatin' our fans, behavin' like a stuck up prick, prancin’ 
around talkin’ bollocks behind me back. Ye think | ‘aven't ‘eard it? Ye think I'm fuckin’ blind, Bruce? | bludi see 
things, | know wot yer up ta an’ | don't like it. Ye may be leavin’ but yer not gone yet, yer finishin’ this fuckin’ 
tour off an’ if it's the last thing | bludi do, l'm gon’ make sure o' it, said the bassist, puffing his chest out 
subtly, knowing he still held most of the aces. 


Steve felt almost smug, watching the singer's eyes narrow into slim slits. He looked about ready to blow his 
top off, his hands curled into tight fists and trembling at his sides. Only, Steve wasn't afraid of him. He never 
had been; he knew all about Bruce's temper tantrums, although he'd be less willing to admit that the other 
man knew how to stir his own temper awake just as well. They were two sides of a coin, both wanting to lead, 
both wanting to control the other, both wanting the last word But, at the end of the day, Maiden was Steve's 
band. Bruce was the hired hand; the employee, the recruit. Nothing more, nothing less. Once, they'd been close 
friends, now the bassist wasn't sure if they were even close enough to call one another anything more than 


mere aquaintances. 


‘It is your fucking fault, though. You're the one who made up these childish fucking rules - applying only to 
myself as | might point out - regarding how lyrics should be penned. How songs should be written, fuck, | can't 
even decide for myself which fucking words to empathize when I'm fucking singing, or what key | want it to be 


in. lim the fucking frontman, Steve, I'm the vocalist! That's my fucking job! 


Steve raised his eyebrows if only momentarily, when Bruce slammed his fist into the desk top he was 


conveniently standing next to. However, the surprise soon faded and the bassist's brows quickly furrowed again 


to make up an annoyed scowl, the irritation plain on his face. He had wanted this argument to be over with 
quickly, had hoped his words would be enough to shut Bruce up, shoot him down They never were, but he had 
still wished for it. 


‘Wot makes ye such a fuckin’ know it all, all o' a sudden, eh? Since when are ye a fuckin’ professor? Since when 
do ye fuckin’ know everythin’ that goes into the job? Ye might be the singer, but ye still ‘ave a long way ta go, 
ye know. Perhaps if ye took a couple o' advices ‘ere an’ there, ye might turn out a bit less arrogant. Yer bein’ 


a cunt fer no reason! 


Deep down, the bassist knew that he was being unfair. That Bruce's riot wasn't unjustly founded. He just 
couldn't admit that he'd made a mistake. He was very much a perfectionist; he didn't fuck up, and he didn't look 
back. Apologizing was out of question, showing he was sorry or remorseful even more so. No one was going to 
see him break down and beg for forgiveness, no one was going to see him crack open; expose himself as weak 


and vulnerable. Especially not the man who had evolved to become his enemy; his equal, his other half. 


Locking the part of him that was regretful out, Steve focused instead on Bruce, watching the smaller man 
begin to pace back and forth, unable to stay in one place. He always had been overly energetic, and his 
constant movements clashed with the way Steve himself remained rooted to the floor like a stone pillar. A long 
silence fell over them, although the singer would occasionally exhale exaggeratedly, mutter some cusses under 
his breath. Then he moved closer, the bassist putting his guard up as soon as he noticed, staring nonchalantly 


down at the younger man's hard set face. 


‘You are a right cunt, Harris. You're so fucking pigheaded you can see that you're fucking losing control. You're 
fucking; you're fucking up Maiden! Only, you can't even see it, because you're so fucking busy controlling me; 
controlling all of us. Don't you fucking get it? Can't you see that that's the reason Adrian left? He was tired of 
you, of the way you have to dictate our every single gesture like some sort of fucking mini Hitler! You're the 
only fucking founding member left, that alone should tell you something! But of course you're too bloody high 
and mighty to pull your fucking head out of your own arse and think! 


Bruce threw his arms out before jabbing the bassist forcefully in the chest, clearly doing his best to 
somehow spur an adequate reaction out of the man. Still, Steve managed to keep his face straight, to bottle all 
of his rage up; hide everything behind his mask of nothingness. And it would have worked accordingly, had the 
singer not known exactly where to stab. Had the singer not taken full advantage of that fact. 


‘No wonder Lorraine kicked your fucking arse to the curb, how the fuck she could deal with your goddamn 
marble faced exterior for so many fucking years is anybody's guess. She must have tired of talking to a 
bloody stone wall who wouldn't even fucking look her in the eye, bet you never even expressed how you felt 


properly. You're an emotionless fucking twat, Bruce hissed, never guessing what power his insults held. 


That was it; the snap almost audible, the clear offense, pain and outright shame visible on Steve's features in 
the wink of an eye. It was like flipping a switch. Emotion poured back into his very being, everything he had 
denied himself of feeling crashing over him in waves. Only, they all came together to be bound and channeled 
as but one; fury. It took less than a second for the bassist to move, his reflexes good and football playing had 


made him lithe and quick on his feet, launching at the smaller man who appeared momentarily taken by 
surprise, Steve shoved him back before his fist came out to connect full force with the side of Bruce's jaw, 


the impact making the singer stagger backwards awkwardly. 


‘Ye don't ‘ave any fuckin’ idea wot made Lorraine leave, ye keep ‘er right out o' this, ye selfish cock! the 


bassist roared, eyes wide and his teeth bared; feeling almost as if he'd been stabbed in the back. 


The singer said nothing intially, his expression nonchalant as he briefly rubbed his already swelling jaw; spitting 
on the ground to reveal a trace of reddish blood discolouring his saliva. The remainder, he wiped off his lips 
with the back of his hand, his copper eyes turning strangely chilly. As if every human emotion had been 


drained right out of him, making him appear almost cruel. 


‘You'd fancy that, wouldn't you? Why the fuck would | be as kind as to leave your ugly fucking ex wife out of 
this, you're the one who put your own bloody arse in this position. | say whatever the fuck | want, but you 
can always try to stop me. If only you weren't such a fucking pussy, the singer shrugged, he was obviously 


doing his best to set the other man off, and he was suceeding marvellously. 


With a frustrated snarl; half a roar of anger, half a snort of indignity, the bassist pounced again. Only this 
time, it was expected, and the fist coming out was countered and met with a parry. He made another attempt, 
but Bruce seemed to quick and instead of landing another punch to the man's face, Steve got his shoulder only 
marginally. He growled in frustration, hating the way he was being played. He was used to being the cat, not 
the mouse, and he had a feeling Bruce might purposely be wearing him out. That said, he was too proud to 
give in; throwing blind punches just for the sake of hitting his target. One out of ten was a hit, the other sore 
misses; the singer's fencing strategy no doubt weighing in as he easily dodged or blocked the fists again and 


agai n. 


It was then that the bassist caught an opening; the opportunity to wipe the smug smirk off of the smaller 
man's face presenting itself. Steve didn't hesitate, almost grinning with poorly concealed, triumphant dark 
satisfaction as it hit home; striking the singer almost right in the nose. The sight of dark blood beginning to 
gush out of the other man's nostrils had the bassist frozen in spot, forgetting to move out of the way before 
the air was knocked out of his lungs by a well aimed knee to the stomach. 


As Steve doubled over, coughing and taken aback; a backhand to the face, so hard his ears rung, nearly sent 
him to the ground Had his back not slammed against the concrete wall, he would have lost his footing. Dazed, 
the bassist coughed, the pain still running through his abdomen and he couldn't very well feel the side of his 
face. He'd known Bruce was strong, but thought they were more evenly matched given his own height 


advantage. Oh, how wrong he had been. 
‘Fuck ye.. yer right.. yer out o' the band. Yer out o' me bludi band an’ | wont ye ta leave as soon as ye packed 
yer fuckin’ stuff together..! | don't wont ta ‘ave ta lay me fuckin’ eyes on ye ever again fer as long as | fuckin’ 


live. the bassist hissed, his voice now dripping with venom, his downright hatred shining through. 


‘That can be bloody easily arranged. Like | want to be any part of your goddamn circus anymore! I've had it up 


to here with your stubborn, arrogant fucking self! When | go, I'll be gone forever, you better fucking believe 
it! the singer retorted, spitting again but this time purposely aiming in Steve's direction 


Steve had won the argument, but wasn't going to let Bruce escape with ruffling his pride; he wasn't going to go 
down without a fight no matter how petty the reason might be. Straightening up as best as he could, Steve let 
out another low growl and took aim again. Sweat had broken out along his hairline, glueing his wild curls to his 
damp skin. Blood dotted the left corner of his lips, blossoming into a dark crimson red rose as it oozed lazily 
from the punctured skin, the pyrpole bruise adorning his cheek already dark. Only, the bassist didn't care. He 
was pleased to land another surprise punch to the singer's collarbone area, but that was where his luck ran 
out. 


It appeared the younger man had had enough of playing games, because in the wink of an eye; Bruce used the 
crack in Steve's armor to spin around. Moving swiftly, one hand went for the older man's hair, grabbing it near 
the scalp and twisting it around the hand to secure a firm grip. The other took advantage of Steve's shock, 
forcing a yelp out of the man as he closer hid fist around the bassist's exposed wrist, twisting the arm up 


behind his back. 


Two steps forward and Steve felt his chest connect unceremoniously with the rough concrete wall, Bruce'a 
weight against his back pinning him. Strong fists held on tight, pulling Steve's locked right arm up higher, the 
tendons and bones wound so tight that they popped and ached in response. In a desperate act of defiance, the 
taller man's free hand reached behind himself to attempt to claw at his assaulter. His nails successfully dug 
into the bare skin of the singer's bicep and scratched but he couldn't get deep enough. 


‘You're so fucking pathetic. You got what you wanted! Why the fuck can't you just stop at that? It's either me 
doing what | want or me leaving. I'm leaving, and that's where you want to be heading. Can't you be fucking fine 
with that? the singer grunted into the bassist's exposed earlobe, yanking his long dark tresses in a manner 
similiar to the way a master might pull on his dog's leash. ‘But, it's you. Of course you can't be fucking 
satisfied. Good thing | think | know exactly how to teach you a thing or two about who's controlling who: 


Steve's snarl in protest turned into an embarrassing whimper hitching in his throat as his hair was wound 
tighter, his scalp beginning to burn when the younger man put strain on the roots. He couldn't do much, his 
options having run out and his ideas with them. He couldn't reach the other man, couldn't shake him off of 
himself. Reality was that he was trapped. And it made him feel ashamed of himself, to be caught unaware, so 
vulnerable when trapped like a frightened deer in the headlights. Only Steve wasn't afraid. He would never admit 
to that, just like he would never admit defeat. 


‘| told ye.. fuck off. Yer the worst fuckin’ prick | ever ‘ad the displeasure o' workin’ with.. cunt--' the bassist 
rasped as a yank on his hair pulled his head roughly to the side to shut him up, exposing the side of his neck 
and making his breathing stutter awkwardly, his throat constricting. 


Bruce scoffed in response but said nothing, his heavy breathing whispering past the older man's earlobe for a 
few moments until he took the man aback by digging his teeth into the junction of neck and shoulder. The bite 
was sharp, hard enough to break the skin and leave crude teethmarks against the toned flesh. It made Steve 


nearly shriek, as much in pain as in shock, attempting to rear back but skillfully kept in place by strong 


muscles. He was rendered motionless as he warm full lips pulled back, the bassist feeling blood prickling his skin. 


‘Wot - wot the fuck. he breathed, panting and releasing a shaky gasp of surprise as the same mouth that 
had bitten him with intent of hurting now spilled kisses and laps along the curve of his shoulder. 


Steve's head was spinning, he suddenly felt queasy. Something was very wrong, and it made his stomach sink 
with dread although some dark, tucked away part of himself was delightful to feel shameful tingles of arousal 
beginning to seep into his being as the sensitive spot behind his ear was cunningly nibbled. 


‘| told you. I'll show you just who the fuck is in control here. You might think you can rule my goddamn life, 
now its time for you To give me a little something in return; Bruce stated matter of factly, although his 


voice came out undeniably husky. 


And that's where Steve felt the other man press closer to him, their bodies molding until he felt the heated 
hardness poking at the back of his thigh, telling more than a thousand words ever could. That's where he 
understood. All colour drained from his face in that insant, his stomach churning and he felt downright 
disgusted by himself when somehow, despite the negative implication of the situation, his cock managed to 
twitch treacherously. Despite his unwillingness, and what was now becoming a nagging fear, his balls seemed to 
pull up. He wasn't sure which worried him more; the fear or his body's reaction 


‘Yer not serious. Just back the fuck off, eh..? the bassist attempted to make his voice sound steady, sound 


casually teasing, but it came out dry and hoarse, giving his true feelings away. 


‘Oh, I'll show you just how fucking serious | am, Harry, said a firm, deep voice from behind him, and Steve was 


even further unsettled to find it sounded almost nothing like the man he had once been proud to call his friend. 


Not that he had much time to think of that however, as he felt the younger man slowly moving his hips. It 
was a lazy rut, the singer's hard cock rubbing against the bassist's ass cheek through their thin skin tight 
layers of black leather. Yet, Steve felt it, for some reason shuddering with a mixture of terror and something 
almost akin to anticipation Making another futile attempt to wriggle himself free, it was cut short as he found 
his arm yet again twisted, the bones grinding together in protest, and the bassist knew he couldn't sacrifice it 
for freedom. He needed it to play, he needed it to make a living. 


‘Try anything and it'll get a hell of a lot worse for you, Bruce hissed in Steve's ear as a low, threatening 
warning before he let the bassist's hair go. 


Steve relented with a low moan, ashamed to find himself pliable and submissive. Despite somewhere knowing 
what was about to happen. He realized he held no power over the situation, craning his neck and baring his 
teeth dangerously at the other man as he felt the strong hand that had been pulling his curls drop to squeeze 
his crotch. The grip was almost too harsh, almost uncomfortable, bordering on painful even. But then the 
singer began to rub him, palm pressing down against the shaft, and with the excited heavy breathing gushing 
into the shell of his ear; Steve found himself moaning in response, his hips pitching forwards. 


See..? Good boy, Bruce cooed, making the older man's face flood with colour, the shame as overpowering as 


the bolts of need surging into his groin that made his cock swell against his will 


‘| f-fuckin' ‘ate ye." the bassist spat, but the broken whimper that followed as his now throbbing cock was 
deprived of touches put him at odds with his body which was now betraying him. 


‘Good. Because | fucking hate you too,’ a dark, lustful chuckle agreed. 


And that's where panic kicked in, Steve's breath hitching in his throat and his eyes flying wide open when the 
other man began to undo his pants. The laces gave way easily enough, despite some fumbling firsthand, and 
once the cord was pulled out, the leather pants were easily rolled down to rest low on the bassist's hips, just 
beneath his ass. Steve realized then that he could scream, he could cry for help. He could beg and plea But 
the fear of being caught like this; of having to ask for help in such an indignant position in which he should 


never have allowed himself to be put in the first place, was enough to stop him. 


The fear of disgrace, of embarrassment weighed heavier than the fear of being sexually assaulted. And despite 
what his mind wanted, Steve's body was warm and burning hot, feverish with the need for release already. The 
post show adrenaline, the excitement of the fight. It all led up to this. Bruce's hand closed around his cock then, 
setting a quick pace right off the bat. The pumps were hurried, smooth and only offered for the purpose of 


amping the other man up somewhat. 


Despite knowing this, Steve groaned and thrust forwards into the fist milking him. Despite knowing this, he 
began to ooze heavy amounts of precum. Despite this; his eyes glazed over, his face flushed, his balls 
tightened. And despite the way he was inwardly yelling at himself to stop, his body was yelling right back at 


him to cum. 


He was right there, teethering on the edge, when Bruce held up. A whimper of protest that Steve tried his 
best to hold back still somehow slipped free, and the man hung his head. He was lost; he had lost his dignity. 
And he wasn't prepared when two fingers slick with precum pushed their way inside of him, past the ring of 
muscle. He winced then, tensing up in spite of himself and the sting burnt. He had never been touched like this 
before, and he never would have dreamed he'd be having something so intimate stolen from him in this 
manner. Taken away without his direct consent. Yet, the fingers ignored the sting, feeling their way around as 


they went to work. 
‘Fucking relax.. it's going to hurt you way worse than me, case you don't.’ 


Steve didn't want to listen to any advices, but he knew common sense and despite his body trembling, despite 
feeling like throwing up, he tried to relax. Tried not to clench. And it worked, the pain lessening although his 
erection seemed to have wilted a bit in the process. The fingers soon vanished however; it was the telltale 
movements of Bruce pulling his own cock out that frightened Steve. The bassist pressed closer to the wall as 
if that might urge it to swallow him whole, take him away from this place. 


Reality became clear then. This was really happening. Bruce was really about to fuck him. Trying to inch away, 
Steve froze as he felt the burning hot length of Bruce's stiff dick pressing into his crack, pulsing. He knew 
where it was going to go, and he didn't want it there. He didn't want to be fucked; he knew he'd messed up. He 
knew he should let go of the control, he knew he should give Bruce more liberties. The fat, wet head lined up 
with his entrance as the singer's free hand spread one of the asscheeks to the side. 


‘Bruce.. l-l get it.. | do.. p-please.. please don't... 


It was utter defeat to beg. To plead for freedom, ask for Bruce not to hurt him. Never had Steve in his life 

given up and given in And for a moment, as the singer appeared to be stalling, he dared to breathe out. Dared 
to believe that perhaps he'd be let go. Perhaps Bruce could see that he'd learnt his lesson. Until he heard what 
was unmistakeably the sound of Bruce spitting into his palm; then a squishy noise as the wetness was smeared 


along the younger man's shaft. 
‘N-no..! Wai--' 


Steve didn't get any farther before Bruce entered him and he bit down on his bottom lip so as not to cry out 
in agony, his legs nearly faltering and giving out beneath his own weight when the younger man buried himself 
to the hilt. Cold sweat broke out, the chilled sheen making him tremble uncontrollably just as badly as the pain 
of forced entry did. His mouth fell open, deep ragged breaths spilling as the bassist felt the other man sheath 
his full length inside of him without letting him adjust, until Bruce's hips pressed flush against Steve's ass. 


At least then, the younger man had the curtesy to stay still, pressing a soft kiss that was an eerie clash with 
the violent act he was performing to the side of the older‘s neck. Instead of moving, the singer's hand found 
its way back to Steve's cock, stroking it again and ripples of pleasure broke through the burn of involuntary 
penetration, the erection quickly coming back despite Steve's weak grunts that told the tale of his suffering. 


‘There... it's going to get better, now. You'll enjoy it, ‘ Bruce murmured, his thumb running over the head of 
Steve's cock and making the older man shudder in the process; a groan slipping from the singer's throat when 
Steve clenched around him. 


He began to move his hips then, at first a slow, barely notable rut but he quickly picked his pace up. And he 
shifted, using his palm to press down against Steve's pubic bone and urge him to stick his ass out just a bit 
fsrther. The bassist couldn't very well protest, the pain still clutching him in a vice. Until Bruce changed his 
angle, and brushed something hidden inside. The older man gasped at that, and while the pounding into him 
became all the more frantic, as Bruce set a good rough rhythm, the stimulation to that spot along with the 
matching strokes to his cock had him once again fighting against himself. He didn't want this, but it was too 
late. He felt his body somehow, despite the torture, despite his being terrified, prepare for orgasm. One hell of 


an orgasm, at that. 


The fire began in his loins, at the base of Steve's spine and tingling into his balls. Bruce's thrusts had become 
stuttering choppy stabs by now, the hand on his dick losing its rhythm, but it only took three more strokes, 


twisting to graze the head, for Steve to lose his mind. His eyes rolled back into his head as his warm cum 


spilled over the side of the singer's hand, dribbling onto the floor and staining the concrete wall. His vision went 
black, his thighs quaking, the power of the climax stealing his breath away. 


Another stab and he was filled to the brim with warm wet cum; claimed by another man, and somehow that 
thought broke through right to Steve's core. He barely even noticed the smaller man pulling out of him, 

despite feeling warm wetness slowly oozing down the back of his thighs as he sank to his knees when his legs 
would no longer support his frame. He didn't register any noises as Bruce tucked himself back in, a bounce to 


the singer's step and he whistled almost chipperly as if a sodden weight had been lifted off his shoulders. 
‘See? Wasn't so bad, eh? Now, | suppose I'll pack my stuff up as you so eloquently ordered earlier: 


Steve certainly didn't fancy the appreciative pat on the head he was granted with before the other man left 
him alone to his own devices in the semi darkness, feeling like a discarded puppy abandoned by its master. Left 
alone with his own emotions. Alone to tackle the bizarre string of actions that had just transpired, to process 
everything. Alone to attempt to make sense of it, to understand why he had come so hard despite his 


unwillingness to participate throughout. 


Had he enjoyed abandoning control that much? Was it simply his body leading him on? What did this say about 
him as a man? As a person? Overwhelmed; the experience too gut wrenching to fully comprehend, too hard to 
accept as the truth, Steve chuckled brokenly to himself. The sound was eerily reminiscent of a maniac losing 


his final straw of sanity, before he burst into tears. 


